Golden Boy 


Author: tkspaulding 


Bands: Foo Fighters 


Characters: Taylor Hawkins 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Ger] 


Updated: Thu Jun 08 2017 07:20:32 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
My first attempt at AU, written from my perspective. 


This only happened in my imagination 


| drove home that Friday evening feeling completely drained. Even though part of me was glad | still had a job, 
most of me wished it wasn't the one | had. | had looked for a better-paying job for a long time, but nothing 
had come through. When the economy tanked again, | couldn't even find a part-time job to help with the bills. It 
seemed like everything was going up but my paycheck. 


With the calendar saying Spring was just around the corner, you might think that my depression would have 
begun to ease up, but you'd be very wrong. | was barely functioning. Most days | could make it to work, but | 
was completely miserable. | hated life. | had little money, a dwindling savings account, and no hope that things 


were going to improve any time soon. 


It was cold and turning dark when | pulled into my parking space at home. | caught a glimpse of something out 


of the corner of my eye before | turned off the car's lights. "What the hell is on my porch?" | thought to 


myself. When | looked again, | realized it was an animal. 


| gathered my items from the car and carefully walked toward the door. The thing that was blocking my door 
looked like a dog, but it was hard to tell in the dim light. "What are you doing here?" | asked it. 


It looked at me with the most pathetic look on its face as it shivered in the cold. 

"Honey, you look about the way | feel," | said. 

The dog gave a small whine. 

"Yeah, I'd take that as an insult too," | said. 

| bent over and felt around for a collar or something that would identify its owner but there wasn't one. What 
| did find was that this poor thing was skinny, and desperately needed some shelter from the night's cold. "You 
seem harmless enough. The weather is going to get nasty Tonight, so you might as well come in. It's nothing 
fancy, but at least it's out of the weather and somewhat warm. | can't guarantee the kind of reception you're 
going to get inside, though," | told it. 

| opened the door and ushered the dog inside. My two cats were obviously surprised to see me bringing it in, 
so they ran upstairs when they realized what was coming in. | directed it to the kitchen and told it to stay 
there while | grabbed a couple of towels from the small bathroom nearby. 

To my surprise, it obeyed and was sitting in the middle of my kitchen floor when | came back. In the light, | 
could see it was a Golden Retriever, albeit a rather thin one. Its fur was mostly clean but damp, so that's 
where the towels came in. | squatted down and began rubbing it all over, talking while | rubbed. "Oh, you're 
such a pretty baby. Who in their right mind would let you out, especially on a night like this?" 

The dog moved around, as if to help me reach all the wet spots. 

"| don't even know if you're a boy or a girl," | said. 

When it turned around and faced away from me, | got my answer. 

"Yeah, you're definitely a boy," | said, chuckling slightly. 

After | got him mostly dried off, | got up and rummaged through the cabinets. "| bet you're hungry and 
thirsty, huh?" | asked him. | found a bowl that could serve as a water bowl and filled it. "Here you go," | said, 


placing it on the floor, purposely away from the cats' dishes. 


He drank noisily as | tried to figure out what | could feed him. 


"I'm sorry l'm not more prepared. | wasn't expecting company tonight," | said, as | opened the refrigerator. 
Some leftover hamburger patties caught my eye, and | decided they were our best option There were four of 
them, so after a little bit of time in the microwave, | crumbled the two largest ones on a plate for the dog 
and kept the other two for my own dinner. | poured myself something to drink and sat at the kitchen table. | 
watched the dog gobble up the hamburgers while | worked on eating mine. 

As | sat there watching him eat, my mind wandered to what | should do with him. | was barely making ends 
meet as it is, so affording to care for a dog - especially one this size - was out of the question. The cats 
would probably hate him anyway, so | would have to find his owner. Since he was so skinny, maybe his owner 
couldn't take care of him. He wasn't a puppy, so if | took him to a shelter, would he even be adopted? | couldn't 


let this poor thing be put down, just because he wasn't a baby anymore. 


My mind was snapped back into reality when | felt a cold nose on my arm. The dog had eaten all of his food 


and was sitting next to me. | swore | saw a smile on his face! 

"You're welcome," | said, reaching out to pet him. 

His tail wagged slightly. 

It was at that moment when two furry feline faces appeared at the entrance to the kitchen The most horrific 
scenes ran through my mind, fearful of what would happen when my girls encountered this dog for the first 


time. 


"Hi, ladies," | said, trying to not sound as terrified as | was. "We have a guest. Please be nice. | brought him in 


because it's cold out there and he was hungry." 

The dog sat quiet and still next to me. 

Dini approached first, the look of obvious confusion showing on her face. 
The dog lowered his head as she raised her nose to sniff the interloper. 
"Easy, folks, easy," | whispered to both of them. 


For a brief moment, the dog's nose and Dini's nose touched and she meowed. It wasn't the kind of meow | was 


expecting, either. The meow she gave was more of a greeting. She then walked to her food and began eating. 


Sarah approached very cautiously. She sniffed at the dog and daintily touched one of the dog's paws with her 


own. 


The dog slowly slid to a lying position and Sarah continued to sniff him. 


After she gave him a thorough sniffing, she walked to the food and began eating next to Dini. 


| let out a breath | didn't realize | had been holding and got up from the table. The dog stood up and drank 
some more water from his bowl. | put my dishes in the sink and stood in the kitchen, surprised as | watched 


the three quietly mind their own business. 


After a while, we all went into the living room where | turned on the tv. The cats milled around before they 
eventually went back upstairs. | sat on the couch and the dog sat on the floor next to my feet. | gave him a 


pet or ear scratch occasionally, as my mind tried to figure out what to do next. 


When | started yawring, | realized | would have to figure out where the dog was going to spend the night. | 
didn't know if leaving him loose in the apartment overnight would be a good idea, so | decided that the smaller 


bedroom would have to suffice. 


| stood up, turned off the tv and looked at the dog. "I guess you're spending the night with us, bud," | said. | 
went into the kitchen to retrieve the water bowl, with him following behind me. When | turned around to go 
upstairs, something dawned on me. "You should probably go out before we turn in for the night," | told him. | 
placed the bowl on the table and unlocked the back door. 


When | motioned for him to go out, he hesitated. 
"Don't worry. l'm not throwing you out. Do you know the word ‘potty'?" | asked. 


He seemed to understand and bounded out the 


door. 


| watched him run to the edge of our property line and a few feet into the field He squatted for a moment, 


and then watered a few trees before running back toward me and the open back door. 


"Well, that was quick. Good boy," | said, giving him pets and ear scratches. | closed and locked the back door, 
took the water bowl from the table and walked out of the kitchen. | told him to follow me upstairs, which he 
did. 


| had deemed the smaller bedroom as an office area, but there was still a good amount of floor space. | sat 
the water bowl in the floor and told him to sit for a minute, which he did. | slipped into my bedroom and dug 
an old blanket out of the closet and arranged it on the floor for him. Remembering that | had some pee pads, | 
put some on the floor, off to the side. "Okay, this will be your bed," | said, patting the blanket. 


The dog promptly laid down on the blanket and continued to look at me. 


"There is your water bowl, and | hope you know what pee pads are for," | added. | petted him for a little while 
and he seemed to enjoy the attention 


After a few minutes, | stood up and went to the door. "Please be good in here tonight," | said, almost begging. 
"Good night, handsome." 


| walked out of the office and gently closed the door behind me. | stood there for a moment and said a silent 


prayer. God only knew what that room would look like in the morning. 


| heard a small whine on the other side of the door as | quietly stepped toward my bedroom. The girls were 
already on the bed, giving me a questioning look | changed into my pajamas and sat on the bed. When they both 
walked up to me for their nightly pettings, | spoke to them. "I know you're used to it being just the three of 
us, but he didn't seem to have anywhere else to go." | looked at Sarah and scratched her head. "You remember 
what it was like out there, don't you? It was cold and scary, and no one really helped you until | brought you 
in," | said, then added, "We can at least share our food and house until we find his family.” 


With that, | turned off the lights and tried to sleep. 


Chapter 2 


After a night filled with restless sleep, | woke up earlier than | usually did for a Saturday. Since | knew my 
vet's office was open in the morning on Saturdays, | called them. "Hi, this is Toni - Dini and Sarah's mom. | 
found a Golden Retriever last night and was wondering if you guys had a way to tell if he has a microchip." 


The vet's office said they did, so | made plans to take him in. 


| got dressed, brushed my teeth and pulled my hair into a ponytail. | carefully opened the door to the office, 


very nervous about what | would find 


The room didn’t look like it had been destroyed - the water had been drunk and the pee pads had been used. 
The dog was sitting on the blanket, wagging his tail as he held something in his mouth. 


"Well, what have you got there?" | asked him. | stopped down to get a closer look and realized what he had. "Oh 
no! Not my drumsticks!" | exclaimed. They had been a gift from a fellow fan and | cherished them dearly. "Look, 
| like you so far, but if there is ONE scratch or tooth mark on them, | may change my mind very quickly!" | 


warned. 


| reached out and put my hand on one end of the stick and said, "Let go, please." He did and | examined it 


carefully, running my fingers along the hickory wood. There wasn't a scratch or nick anywhere. 


| looked at the dog, which seemed to be giving me a nervous look. "It's okay, they're not damaged," | assured 


him with an ear scratch. "However, if they were, your butt would be back out the door.” 
| stood and looked at him. "Would you like to go for a ride this morning?" | asked. 
He stood up and wagged his tail 


| grabbed the blanket and told him to follow me down the stairs, which he did. 


| took the blanket, my purse and keys and slipped out the door, leaving him still inside. | unlocked the car and 
put the blanket on the back seat, and put my purse in the front seat. It was then that | realized | didn't have 
a collar or leash for him. Yes, | had a harness and leash for Dini, but that would be way Too small for him. 
"This should be interesting," | murmured to myself. 


| went back inside and tried to figure out if | should try to carry him to the car, or if | could hold a handful 
of his fur as we walked. Noting my severe lack of coordination, | decided against trying to carry him. | put a 


hand on his neck and tried to hold onto his fur without hurting him. "Let's go," | said, opening the door. 


Thankfully, he was very well-behaved as he walked to the car and got inside the back without incident. He laid 
down on the blanket and | closed the door. | locked the door to the apartment and got into the car. 


| put on my seatbelt and started the car. | looked in the back seat and saw a comfortable-looking dog relaxing 
on the blanket. "| sure hope you ride better than the girls do," | said, adding, "They usually fuss at me the 


entire ride, and sometimes one of them gets sick" 


Fortunately, this ride was uneventful. | kept the radio at a low volume and constantly checked the rear-view 
mirror for any signs of trouble. Occasionally, | would talk to him and tell him what a good boy he was for being 


such a cooperative passenger. 
When | pulled into the parking lot at the vet's, | looked at him again "I'll be right back," | said. 


| got out of the car and went inside, where | spoke to one of the ladies at the desk. "I have the dog | found in 


my car, but | don't have a collar or leash for him. Do you guys have one | can borrow?" | asked. 
The lady rummaged around under the desk and produced a collar and leash. 
"Thanks," | told her. 


| went back outside, opened the back door of the car and put the collar on the dog with little trouble. "Good 
boy!" | praised him. | told him to get out of the car and he obeyed. | closed the back door, opened the front 


door, retrieved my purse and then closed the front door. 


We walked into the vet's office like we'd been walking together forever. The dog was very well-behaved and | 
was sure his family was probably really missing him. Considering he was underweight, he had probably been 
lost for a while, but considering his demeanor, | concluded that someone had taken a great deal of time and 


effort to work with him. Dogs just didn't behave this well on their own. 


| checked in at the desk and was told the vet would be with us in a little bit. | chose a chair toward the far 
end of the room - away from other people and animals - to avoid any possible skirmishes. The dog sat in the 
floor next to my feet, and | gave him pets and ear scratches as | talked to him. "This is where | bring the 
girls. The people are really nice here and will hopefully help us find your family," | said reassuringly. 


We had been waiting less than ten minutes when the tech called my name. When | stood up, so did the dog and 


we followed the tech to the exam room. 

"What a pretty baby!" exclaimed the tech as she squatted down to be face-to-face with the dog. She petted 
him and he seemed to enjoy the attention, giving her occasional kisses, while his tail wagged back and forth at 
a frenzied pace. 

"Yeah, he is," | agreed. 


"What's his name?" 


"Actually, he's not mine. He showed up at my door last night and | brought him in to have you guys scan him 


for a chip, so we can find his family," | replied. 


The tech stood up and addressed me, "I'll have Dr. Casey come in with the scanner. She's finishing up with a 


patient now, so she shouldn't be long." 
| thanked the tech and she left the room. 


| sat down in the chair in the corner of the exam room and the dog sat next to my feet. "I bet you'll be glad 
to go back home, huh?" | asked him. 


He looked up at me with a sad look. 

"Yeah, l'm sure you miss your family," | said. 

After a few minutes, Dr. Casey walked in. She had seen my cats before and was a very kind woman, so | felt 
very comfortable having her check out this dog. 


"Hello, there," she said. "Who do we have here?" 


lm not sure. He showed up at my door last night, so | brought him in from the cold. I'm thinking he probably 


got lost and someone is missing him," | replied. 


She lifted the dog up onto the exam table and ran her handheld scanner over his neck, shoulders and chest. 
"l'm not finding a chip," she said. 


My heart sank and | frowned. "Do you know if anyone has reported missing a dog like this?" | asked. 
"No, not that I'm aware of," she replied. She put the scanner down and began examining him. "Well, other than 
being obviously underweight, he seems to be in good shape. | would guess he's probably around 5 or 6 years 


old" 


| stood and watched while Dr. Casey did her exam. The dog seemed to cooperate well and even wagged his tail 


occasionally, as she talked to him. 
"So, what do you plan to do with him?" she asked. 
"l'm not sure. | was really hoping he was chipped, so we could get him back to his family," | replied. 


Dr. Casey stopped her exam and looked at me. "You know, the shelters are really overcrowded, and since he's 


an older adult--" she began. 


"I know," | nodded solemnly. "The thing is, money is really tight and | can't afford to take care of another 


animal," | said 


Dr. Casey gently pressed on the dog's hip and had him lay down on the table. She continued to pet him as she 


looked at me again 


"There's a program that helps fosters out, financially. If you could foster him - at least until you find his 
family - | think that would be his best option," she said. 


| glanced down at the dog, who seemed to be looking at me with pleading eyes. "How much help would | get?" | 


asked. 


Chapter 3 


The next thing | knew, | was leaving the vet's office with a middle-aged Golden Retriever in the back of my car. 


He had been given a thorough exam, a round of shots, and a large bag of food - all at no cost to me. 


| had also been given a certificate to a local pet-supply store that would help cover the cost of toys and 
other supplies. 


As | drove, | would occasionally glance in my rear-view mirror and glance at that big smiling face. "Boy, did you 
pick me out, or what?" | asked him. "I mean, do | have the word ‘SUCKER’ tattooed on my forehead, and only 
animals can read it?" 


The damned beast continued to smile. 


| sighed heavily. "So, do you have a name? | mean, there's no way you could've gotten this far in life without 


having a name. Care to clue me in?" 
| tried a few names, but none of them seemed to fit him. "Well, | guess you'll have to tell me, then" 


| turned the radio up a little bit and he seemed to enjoy it. When "Learn to Fly" by Foo Fighters began playing, | 


sensed some movement in the back. | glanced in the rear-view mirror. 
He was sitting up in the middle of the back seat. 

"Woof!" 

"What? Do you like this song?" | asked. 

"Woof!" 


"Yeah, | like it too. They're my favorite 
group, but they seem to have fallen off the face of the earth lately." 


"Woof!" His tail was wagging and he seemed to be smiling. 
Suddenly, it dawned on me. "How about ‘Taylor'?" | asked. 


"Woof! Woof!" 


"You like that one, huh?" | asked, lightly chuckling. "Yeah, you do kind of remind me of him." | reached an arm 
back and ruffled his fur with my hand. 


He licked my arm. 
"Okay then, ‘Taylor’ it is." 
He laid back down, still smiling. 


Since the pet-supply store was on the way home, | decided to stop there first. That way, we could figure out 
what toys he liked before | bought something. 


After | parked the car, | opened the back door and attached the leash to the collar the vet's office let me 
keep. 


"Okay, Taylor, let's go shopping." 


Inside the store, we made our way to the dog toy section We picked out some things he seemed drawn to, 
while | kept a running total of how much we spent in my head. | also found a brush and a bottle of shampoo 


that didn't stink too horribly. 

When I realized | still had a little bit of money left to spend, | led him to the bandanas. 

"How do you feel about these?" | asked, holding up a pretty solid blue one. 

He sat and looked at me, not smiling 

| tried a few more, but they either looked horrible with his fur or he didn't seem to take to them 
| turned to look at more, but felt him moving around. 

"What are you doing," | asked 


| looked at him and saw that he'd apparently knocked one bandana off its hook. It was lying on the ground in 
front of his feet. 


"That one? Seriously?" 

He sat down and gave me that big doggy smile of his. 

"But, it's hideous," | protested. "Its got all these crazy colors, in a psychedelic-looking pattern 
Taylor continued to smile. 


Realizing | was arguing with a dog in a pet-supply store, | smiled back at him. "Okay, we'll get it" 


| pulled up on the leash and Taylor stood up, tail wagging, as we walked to the check-out counter. 


There were a few people ahead of us, so we took our place in line. In my right hand was the basket of goodies 


we'd picked out. In my left hand was Taylor's leash 

"Pretty dog” 

| turned my head in the direction of the voice and smiled politely at the man who had said it. "Thanks," | said. 
"Mom's not bad, either’ 

| rolled my eyes and pretended to not hear him. 

Fortunately, it was my turn at the checkout, so Taylor and | walked to the register. 

After our items were bagged up, we made our way out of the store. 


| was putting our purchases in the car when the guy from the store walked to his truck, which happened to 
be parked next to me. 


Taylor noticed this too, and didn't want to get into the car. 
"Come on, now. Aren't you ready to go back home?" | asked him, lightly tugging on the leash. 


He kept an eye on the man who was getting into his truck. Before the man could pull away, Taylor peed on his 
back tire. 


It was all | could do to keep a straight face as | watched him jump into the back seat and lay down, 


Inside the car, | put on my seatbelt and started the car. | turned my head to look at the dog and started 


laughing. "| guess you showed him, huh?" | asked. 


He just sat there with a self-satisfied look on his face. 


Chapter 4 


| put the car in drive and started maneuvering out of the parking lot. "Well, | guess you're part of our family 
now. Won't your sisters be surprised?" | laughed. 


The apartment wasn't far from the pet-supply store, so we arrived home in just a few minutes. After | 
parked the car and turned off the engine, | got out and opened the back door. "Welcome home, Taylor.” 


He let me hook the leash to his collar before getting out. Even though he was considered an older dog, he 


seemed to have a spring in his step as we walked to the front door. 

| opened the door and was met by the cats. 

"Hey, girls! Guess who's back," | announced, 

Taylor let the girls sniff him again before he walked into the living room and sat down, 


| told all three | had to finish unloading the car and asked them to be good. | tried to be as quick as possible, 
bringing in all our goodies and putting the big bag of dog food in the pantry. 


"Do you want to go outside for a while?" | asked him. 


He stood up and wagged his tail, then followed me as | headed to the back door. The cats followed us and went 
to their food bowls for a snack. 


| opened the back door and told him, "Go do your thing.” 


| watched that dog bolt out the door, go potty and then run around like he enjoyed stretching his legs. His 


mouth was open, and his tongue flapped up and down as he ran. 


| couldn't help but giggle at the sight of this. "Girls, | guess you have a brother, at least for a while,’ | told the 


cats, watching them eat peacefully. 

When | looked back up, Taylor was at the back door with a stick in his mouth. 
"Did you bring me a present?" | asked 

He dropped it on the ground between us and looked at me. 

| picked up the stick and threw it as far as | could. 


He took off running, his blondish coat shining in the sun. 


"Goofy ass," | muttered to myself. 


He had me throw the stick a couple more times before he seemed to tire of it and came in, leaving the stick 


on the back patio. 

| squatted down and scratched his ears. "Did you enjoy that run? | bet you're hungry now, huh?" 

He gave my face a quick lick before | stood up. 

| went upstairs and retrieved his water bowl from the office. | filled it and put it in the kitchen floor. 
He immediately began drinking noisily. 


| went into the pantry, opened the bag of food, and scooped out a large amount of food with a plastic cup. | 
placed it on the plate that had held the hamburger the night before. "There you go." 


He was still eating when | went into the living room and sat down to watch tv. After a little bit, he came in and 


laid down near my feet. 

| slid off the couch and sat down on the floor next to him. "You are such a sweet boy," | said. 

He rested his chin on my leg as | continued to pet him. His wagging tail thumped on the floor. 

After sitting like that for a while, | eventually got up and started doing some chores around the apartment. 
Taylor spent most of the day napping in the living room floor. Every so offen, he would find me in whatever 
room | was in and hang out with me for a while. When he needed to go outside, he would find me and not leave 


me alone until | followed him to the back door. 


At bedtime, | set up Taylor's area in the office again. When | deemed it was ready, | called him from the top of 
the stairs. 


"Taylor! Come here, boy!" 

He bounded up the stairs, sounding like a herd of elephants, and came right to me. 
"Wow, you are so smart!" | said, petting him. 

"Look, I've got your nighttime accommodations all ready." 


He looked at me with a slight look of disappointment on his face and whined slightly. 


"What's wrong?" | asked. | showed him all the areas, including the blanket: 

He reluctantly walked in and laid down, a sad look in his eyes. 

"Please don't look at me like that," | said. 

| pulled the door almost closed. "Goodnight, handsome," | said, closing the door behind me. 
Another whine came from the other side of the door. 


| walked to my bedroom, changed into my pajamas and talked to the cats as | petted them. Once we were all 


settled in, | turned out the lights. 


Chapter 5 


That night, | slept better than | had the previous night, partially because | knew - or at least | thought | knew 
- that Taylor wouldn't destroy the office. Also, it had been a long day, which ended with me becoming "mom" 
to a dog. 


| woke up Sunday morning feeling warmer than usual, and hoped that the cold was finally leaving. | rolled over 


to face the middle of the bed and was met with a surprise. A big, furry surprise. 
"Taylor!" 


The damn dog was IN MY BED! He was stretched out and looking at me. His mouth was open a little and his 
tongue was slightly 
sticking out at the side. 


"What the fuck? How did you get out of the office?" 


Oh, ard if finding a fully-grown Golden Retriever in my bed wasn't a big enough surprise, guess what else | 
discovered when | sat up? Both cats were curled up next to him. Everyone was piled up in my bed like it was a 


normal thing. 
All three furry faces looked at me with tired eyes, like | had just interrupted their Sunday morning sleep in. 


| got out of bed and walked the few steps to the office. The door was standing wide open. | examined the 


doorknob and woodwork closely. There was no visible hole, scrape or scratch. 


| pulled the door closed and didn't hear latch click. Ah, there's what happened. Sometimes the door latches in 
this apartment don't catch properly, and the son of a bitch (literally) figured out how to get the door open 


Sighing, | walked back to the bedroom, where my furry crew was still stretched out. | looked at Taylor, who 


was looking at me. 


"Move over." 


More than an hour later, | woke up to the loud sound of thumping. | deducted that either a football team had 
decided to use my home as their exercise headquarters, or the cats and dog were running around. 
Remembering that the doors were still locked from last night, | knew that the latter explanation was more 


realistic. 


| got out of bed and quietly stepped down the stairs. When | got to the point where | could look into the living 


room, | paused and giggled at what | saw. 


Both cats were playing with Taylor! They would gently swat at him with their paws, and he would act like he 
was going to chase them, letting out a gentle "Ruff" as he did so. The cats would act like they were going to 


run, but only go away a few feet. 

Taylor would then lie down and wait for them to come at him again. His tail was wagging the entire time. 
After watching a couple of rounds of this, | finished making my way down stairs. "Hey, kids," | said. 

All three came up to me, pushing each other out of the way in an attempt to get petted first. 


"| see you guys have made friends. That's good. I'm very proud of all of you," | said, bending to make sure 


everyone got kisses. 
When | got to Taylor, he gave my nose a quick lick. 


| have to admit, that dog was quite the charmer. He not only managed to get me to let him in, he made quick 
friends with my cats. | figured Dini would've been the harder sell, because she was the cat that - when | took 
her out for walks - would stare down a dog or put her head down and go straight for it like she was on a 
mission. And now, she not only allowed him into the house, she was curled up next to him this morning and was 


playing with him just a few minutes ago. 


| led the crew into the kitchen, where | refilled food and water bowls before foraging for something for me to 


eat. 


During the following weeks, the four of us settled into a comfortable routine. | would get up in the morning to 


go to work, feed Taylor and the cats, and let Taylor out for a quick potty run. 


Most times, he would run out, do his business and then come back, but there were a few times when | had to 
holler "Taylor! Get your hairy behind back in this house!" I'm sure my neighbors loved hearing that first thing 


in the morning. 
At lunchtime, | would come home and let him out again, grab something to eat and then go back to work 


After work, | would come home and either let him out to run for as long as he wanted, or | would take him to 


a nearby dog park I'd discovered. He loved running around and seemed to have an endless amount of energy. 


| took him on walks around my neighborhood, too. He was friendly to most people, but not everyone. | learned 
to read his body language and notice the little things that would tell me if he didn’t like someone. He seemed to 
be a pretty good judge of character, so | began to trust his instincts. 


Thanks to the assistance | got through the fostering program, | was able to take good care of Taylor without 
too much additional financial hardship. He gained some weight, and got to a good, healthy level. Since he was 


getting good nutrition and enjoyed baths, his coat took on a beautiful shine. He was a handsome dog when | 
first found him, but now he was gorgeous. 


The cats took to him well, and they became good friends. We all slept in the bed together, even though | had 
to struggle sometimes to maintain enough space for myself. | usually woke up to a smiling doggy face with 
soulful brown eyes looking back at me. 


Although he was mostly well-behaved, he wasn't always an angel. There were a few times when he would 
nudge the curtain out of the way while | was showering and | would feel a nose on my backside. | think people 


miles away heard my scream the first time that happened! 


Once, after | gave him a bath and brushed him out, | let him outside to run. He promptly ran to what had to 
have been the dirtiest spot in the field and rolled around in it. All | could do was sigh and try to get the dirt 
off him. 


He continued to love sticks. Every time | let him out, he'd come back with yet another stick for me to throw. 
The pile of sticks on my patio grew to an impressive size. | don't think there was a loose stick within a five- 


mile radius of my place. 


Oh, and that hideous bandana that he picked out at the pet store? | put it on him and took him for a walk. He 
strutted around like he was showing off. He was so proud of that thing. The only time he would let me take it 
off him was to give him a bath or to toss it in the wash. 


My depression had lifted significantly. Although | still had my not-so-good days, | was feeling much better. 
Even my friends commented that they noticed! was smiling and laughing more. As a matter of fact, | was 


beginning to enjoy life more. 


Evenings normally found us all in the living room. The cats would either lay in the chair, on the back of the 
couch or on the floor. If | was sitting on the couch, Taylor was usually laying on the floor with his head near 
my feet. If | laid down on the couch, Taylor would decide he wanted to lay down with me. This took quite the 


effort since he was a large dog, but we made it work 


Chapter 6 


One Friday night, | drove home very tired. It had been a long, tough week at work and my depression was 
trying to flare up. 


| pulled my car into its spot and saw three furry faces looking at me. That was always the best part of my 
day. When | walked inside, | greeted them and gave each one a rub on the head. | dropped my bags in a nearby 
chair and walked into the kitchen, the beasts following closely behind. 


| added food to the bowls and the cats began eating. | fixed myself something to drink and was going back to 


the living room when | felt a nudge against my leg. 
A smiling doggy face looked up at me. 

"Do you want to go out?" | asked him. 

He walked to the door, sat down and looked at me. 
| opened the door and he took off running, 


A few minutes later, he brought back yet another stick for me to throw. After bringing it back to me a 


couple of times, he dropped it on the pile and came back inside. 


| closed the door, locked it and went upstairs to change clothes. When | was finished, | turned around to find 
him sitting in the doorway. 


"Did you watch me change, you pervert?" | asked him. 

He smiled at me and wagged his tail 

"Come on, let's go back downstairs.” 

We went down the steps and walked back into the living room. | plopped on the couch and let out a long sigh. 
Taylor sat on the floor in front of me and looked at me with those big eyes of his 

| leaned forward and scratched his ear with one hand. "You can tell I've had a bad day, can't you?" 

He leaned his head into my hand, signaling he wanted me to keep scratching. 


| added my other hand and scratched both of his ears. 


He let out a happy groan and closed his eyes. 

| wish ear scratches would make all my troubles go away," | told him. 

After a few more minutes of ear scratches, | turned on the tv and leaned back on the couch. 
Taylor looked at me expectantly. 

"Okay, you can come up," | said as | patted the spot next to me. 

He jumped up and nudged his face against my hand. 


Turning my attention from the tv to him, | gave his head a few strokes, letting my hand slowly slide down to 
his back. 


He closed his eyes partially and wagged his tail slightly. 


| turned toward him and wrapped my arms around him, my hands meeting at his back | buried my face in the 


fur near his face. 


"You are such a sweetheart, did you know that? You seem to pick up on my moods and do whatever you can 


to make me feel better," | said, the tears pooling in my eyes. 
| leaned back and kissed him on the nose. | looked into those big beautiful eyes of his. 
‘| love you, Taylor." 


I'm not sure exactly what happened next, but | do remember a bright flash of light. | also remember thinking 
that the weather forecaster hadn't said anything about a storm. 


Chapter 1 


The next thing | knew, | was regaining consciousness. | was still sitting on the couch where | had been before all 


the weirdness happened. | rubbed my eyes with my hands and took some deep breaths. 


As the fogginess in my brain began to clear, | looked around. The tv was still on and everything in my living 


room seemed to be normal. 


| looked toward Taylor and saw - Taylor. Except it wasn't the Golden Retriever I'd grown to love over the last 


several weeks. 


Sitting on the couch with me was Taylor Hawkins - the Taylor Hawkins. He was rubbing his face too, looking as 
confused as | felt. 


"What the fuck?" | muttered. 
Hearing my voice, he turned his head to look at me. 
"What the fuck?" he echoed quietly. 


Suddenly realizing my dog was missing, | stood up quickly and began looking around. | walked into the kitchen 
"Taylor! Taylor!" | called. 


"I'm still in here," he said. 

| walked back into the living room. "What did you say?" | asked. 

"I'm still in here," he repeated 

| looked directly at him. "Look, | know who you are. | know your name is Taylor, and I'm not exactly sure how 
you got here. Right now, I'm looking for my dog. His name is Taylor, too," | said. | took a deep breath before 
continuing, "Actually, he's kind of named after you." 

"| know," he said. 


"You know what?" | asked, my extreme confusions sounding in my voice. 
y g Y 


"I know you named the dog after me. You were in the car when you named him. ‘Learn to Fly' was on the 


radio," he said. 


| felt a wave of dizziness wash over me and put my hand on my forehead. "What? How did you know that?" | 


asked. 


He stood up and held out his hand toward me. "Come here and sit down. | think | might be able to explain some 
things." 


Still in shock, | took his hand and helped me back to the couch. 


Chapter 8 


Taylor waited until | sat down before he sat down next to me. He turned to face me and began speaking. 


"When our last tour ended, | was beyond exhausted. | mean, we were all tired, but | was in bad shape - both 
physically and mentally. My marriage had fallen apart and the divorce had just been finalized. Only our closest 


friends knew, and we somehow managed to keep it out of the news." 


‘For the first time in a very long time, | hated life. Every time | looked in the mirror, instead of seeing myself, 
| saw some tired, lifeless, old person looking back at me. My eyes were sunken in and | lost a lot of weight. | 

ended up getting to the point to where | avoided mirrors as much as possible. | stopped shaving and didn't care 
how long it had been since I'd washed my hair, or even showered. | remember telling Dave several times that | 


just wanted to run away from everything - for at least a little while - and try to find myself again 


"One day - in an effort to cheer me up - he took me to a street festival and we got separated. While | was 
looking for him, | stumbled upon a fortune teller's trailer. | opened the door, poked my head in, and saw a 
woman in gypsy-looking garb sitting at a table. The trailer was dim except for some lit patchouli-scented 


candles. She waved me to come in and told me to not say or do anything but sit in the chair across from her 


at the table." 


"I sat down and she looked at me for a moment. She closed her eyes, and began doing a low hum before she 


began speaking. 


"She said, ‘You are looking for something, something that you haven't had in a very long time. You must find it, 


or you will live your life unfulfilled.” 
"I thought, ‘Well no shit, Sherlock’ | mean, who isn't fuckin’ looking for something, but | didn't say anything.” 


"She opened her eyes and looked directly into my eyes. She then said, ‘If you want this thing, you must go off 
by yourself and think very hard about what your ideal life looks like. If you want it bad enough, it will happen.” 


"I stood up, mumbled my thanks, pulled some money out of my pocket and tossed it on the table before | left 


the trailer. After a while, | found Dave and we continued to roam the festival for a little longer." 


"Several days later, | wasn't feeling any better, so | drove out to one of my favorite secluded spots. | left my 
truck at the base of the hill and started hiking up the hill. A couple of hours later, | had made my way to the 
top and sat down. | looked at the view for a while and my thoughts drifted back to what the fortune teller had 


said." 


"| closed my eyes and tried to picture my ideal life. | knew | wanted to be with people who would love and 


support me - no matter how famous or wealthy | was or wasn't - and | wanted to be away from all the 


stress and fake bullshit." 


‘| must've fallen asleep or something, because the next thing | knew, | was waking up in a place | didn't 
recognize. For some reason, | couldn't stand or walk, so | started crawling. | had crawled for a long time when | 
happened by a glass building and saw my reflection - or what | expected to be my reflection Instead of seeing 


me looking back, | saw a dog." 


